242               SAILOR    ON    HORSEBACK

by squalls that time and again seemed as though they would
snap the tiny, leaking Snark like a matchstick. In sixty days
they sighted no sail or steamer's smoke; they lost half their
water overboard and were saved from perishing of thirst by
a providential rain. To Jack, death-appeal was the greatest
of all thrills; he was living as ecstatically as a young boy.
He navigated the Snark through uncharted waters, fished for
dolphins, and sharks and sea turtles, stretched out on the
hatch with the sea-salt in his nostrils and the roll of the
ocean caressing his body, wrote his thousand words every
day on Martin Eden, and exciting articles such as "A Pacific
Traverse." On warm days he sat on deck and read to Char-
mian, Captain Warren, Martin Johnson, Hermann, Nakata,
the jovial Japanese cabin boy who had replaced Tochigi, and
Wada, the cook, from Stevenson's books on the Marquesas
and Tahiti, from Conrad's typhoon and Touth and Melville's
White Jacket, Typee, Moby Dick. The troubled background
of the Snark was forgotten as he fulfilled his promise to the
romantic boy of thirteen who had read every travel book
Miss Coolbrith could find for him in the Oakland Public
Library.

Two months of sailing brought him to Nuka-hiva, in the
Marquesas, "The trade blew out of the north-west, while
we steered a steady course for the south-west. Ten days of
this, and on the morning of December 6, at five o'clock, we
sighted land just where it ought to have been, dead ahead.
We passed to leeward of Uahuka, skirted the southern edge
of Nuka-hiva, and that night, in driving squalls and inky
blackness, fought our way in to an anchorage in the narrow
bay of Taiohae, The anchor rumbled down to the blatting
of wild goats on the cliffs, and the air we breathed was heavy
with the perfume of flowers."

In Nuka-hiva it was a source of pleasure and gratification
to him to rent the clubhouse in which Robert Louis Stevenson
had spent frequent afternoons when he lived in the Mar-
quesas. On the second day, as soon as they were able to ride,
the entire crew set out for Melville's magnificent valley of
Hapaa, which Melville had pictured in Typee as peopled by